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Mission McDonalds || brennan beck
I dream of McDonalds as I roll through the gates back to the
base. I drool imagining the crispy, golden fries covered with an
even layer of salt. My mouth melts from the image of me biting
into a delicious Big Mac washing it down all down with an ice
cold Coke. What more could I ask for after ten straight hours of
Cordon-and-Knocking, house, to house, to house, in the hottest
area of the hottest city, in the hottest country in the world.
The thought of crisp chicken nuggets fried to perfection assault
my imagination, as I throw off my helmet and strip off my vest.
My body is soaked of sweat, and I smell worse than any Iraqi I�ve
come across all day. I�m in desperate need of a shower, but first
things first � CHOW!
I head straight to the Chow Hall, still dreaming of a juicy Quarter
Pounder with a side of fries. I can smell the delicious meat and
taste the toasted bun, as I grab a paper plate and stand in front of
the cook, plate held out openly.
I�m abruptly snapped back to reality as he slaps an undercooked,
horrid slab of catfish on my plate. The smell instantly forces me
to gag. I�ve never been so disappointed before in my life, but I can
only blame myself.
Only 144 days left until R&R.
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